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ay Many a. 


“ Yes, dear, we all got them, and mine were beautiful—a pair of French grey, pure silk. Ma and my miserable Father didn’t seem too pleased with their 
Valentines, but how can you satisfy every one? I often think there is a great deal to admire and uphold in these good old-fashioned customs.” 


[Toorsre's Last. 


THE EASTERN CRISIS.—GREASE: ITS USE AND ABUSE. A « DEAR, SWEET PET.” 
e CNA Ne MIE ; yy Vn th } ) = 


ars C Asovt half-past ten o’clock on the morning of Tuesday, 
im for the “air Sur *° June the 80th, 1857, a very oung-looking lady, with bright 
sparkling eyes, tripped lightly up into the felons’ dock of the 
igh Court of Justiciary at Edinburgh, to answer the chargo 
of murdering her lover, Emile L'Angelier, a one man em- 
ployed by Messrs. Huggins, of Glasgow. The name of the 
supposed murderess was Madeline Smith. 
iss Smith’s family belonged to genteel Glasgow society, 
and resided at No. 7 Blythewood Square, a corner house. Her 
lover lived in humble lodgings. Nolittle scandal was attached 
to the case, and it had been freely commented on. The court 
was therefore crammed with oy a gp ladies, who all glared 
with their eyes as the confident young lady, in a clear, 
sweet treble, no trace of huskiness or emotion perceptible in 
her voice, pleaded “‘ Not Guilty.” 

The prisoner’s statement, taken down at the time of her 
arrest, was to this effect :—‘‘ I am twenty-one years of age, and 
live with my father. For the last two years I have been ac- 
quainted with Emile L'Angelier. He recently paid his 
addresses to me. I agreed to marry him, and I have met him 
on a variety of occasions. I learned about his death on Mon- 
day, the 28rd of last March, from mamma, to whom it had 
been mentioned by a friend of M. L’Angelier's, Miss Perry. I 

home tee seen Bin for about three weeks belere his Seaths ont 
1. “Want . ‘e “omen night,” when nobody's a- the last time I saw him was one night, about half-past ten 
Reicowt X0,1 DONT! invagh ane’ Oat st My ee. locking 3B wey to5, fora cold! : o'clock. On that occasion he tapped at my bedroom window 


. SS 
< 


' 


(Saturday, February 18,°1886. ; 


which is on the ground floor, and fronts Main Street. I talked to him 
from the window, which is stanchioned outside, and I did not go out 
to him, nor did he come in to me. I wrote to him on Friday, the 20th. 
I oy ae him to visit me on Saturday night at my bedroom window, 
but he did not come. I went to bed on Sunday night about eleven 
o'clock, and remained in bed till the usual time of getting up next 
morning, at eight or nine o'clock. I remember one night, some time 
ago, giving him some cocoa from the bedroom window, which I had 
prepared myself. He barely tasted it. I have bought arsenic on 
various occasions. I used it as a cosmetic, and he it to my face 
and arms. I was advised to do so by a young lady, the daughter of 
an actress, whom I met at school at Clapton. I did not wish any of 
my family to know I was using it. I told the chemists it was to give 
the gardener to kill rats. I signed my name in the chemist's book. 
I wrote the note to L’Angelier to tell him that I was engaged in mar- 
riage to Mr. Minnoch. The water I used to make the cocoa I got hot 
from the servants. The last time I used arsenic was on the 18th, 
when I was going to a dinner party. I never administered arsenic or 
any other poison to L’Angelier, and this I declare to be the truth.” 

On the night of the Saturday when Madeline expected him, he 
went out about nine after asking for the “ pass key,” as he might be 
late. He returned about half-past two, ringing the bell with violence. 
He was in great agony, and about nine next morning he died. _ 

In his pocket was found this letter in Madeline’s handwriting, 
“ Why, my beloved, did you not come tome? Oh, beloved! are you 
ill? Come to me, sweet one! I ,waited and watched for you, but 
you did not come. I shall wait again to-morrow night—the same 
hour and arrangement. Do come, sweet love! my own dear love of 
a sweetheart! come, beloved, and clasp me to your breast! A kiss, 
fond love! Adieu! with fond embrace.” In another, an old letter 
found among his effects, she said, “Do you think I would ask you if 
I saw danger in the house? No, love, I would not. I shall let you in. 
No one else shall see you. We can make it late—twelve.” She 
owned that she wrote the first-quoted of these letters on the 20th. 
On the 16th, she said, writing to Mr. Minnoch, “ The day I pass from 
my friends I always feel sad, but to Pes from one I love, as Ido you, 
makes me feel truly sad and dull. 'y only consolation is, that we 
meet soon again. Our walk to Dumblane I shall ever remember 
with pleasure. That walk fixed a day on which we are to begin a 
hew lite a life which I hope may be of happiness and long duration 
to both of us.” : 

Mr. Minnoch was a man of wealth and position, and Madeline may 
be reasonably supposed to have become weary of her old love affair, 
but another reason for L'Angelier’s removal was suggested. A letter 
of L’Angelier’s that fell into the hands of the police, ng the date 
5th March, contained these passages: “My DEAR, 8WEET Pet,—I feel 
indeed very vexed that the answer I received B tee oir to mine of 
‘Tuesday should prevent me from sending you the kind letter I had 
ready for you. You must not blame me for this, but really, your cold, 
indifferent and reserved notes, so short, without a particle of love in 
them (especially after pledging your word you were to write to me 
kindly about those letters you asked me to estroy), and the manner 
you evaded answering the questions I put to you in = last, with the 
reports I hear, fully convince me that there is foundation in your 
marriage with another. . . . If you evade answering this time, I 
must try some other means of coming to the truth. If not answered 
satisfactorily you must not expect I shall again write to you per- 
sonally,” The letter was signed “3 Your ever affectionate husband.” 

OnJy once during the nine days’ trial did Madeline manifest any 
emotion, which was when the Lord Advocate, acting for the prosecu- 
tion, read her ionate love-letters and commented on them. 
During the awful moments that passed before the jury returned into 
court she showed no Pg emotion, but on the delivery of their 
verdict gave a sigh of relief. : 

The verdict was Not Guilty, and the last heard of Miss Madeline 
was that she had settled down and married well in Australia. 

For her French lover, the general feeling among the public was one 
of unmitigated contempt. 


° e e e e 

wt Dd act tees a oa baa: ’ ded William, 

by C) n n & - i——"" respon: iam, 
and he smiled mesningiy: 

Alexandry smiled . “I wonder how Evelina would have got 
on!" he softly murmured. 

“Oh, lor!” shouted William. 

(Next week, the extraordinary career of Jonathan Wild. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*.* Owing to the demand on our s , we cannot guarantee to 
answer Correspondents immediately on the receipt of their 
eee cernoniarly the queerest; but all questions put to 

e Editor, or to any member of “Tue Famuy,” will be 
answered in due course. 


H. H. (Whitechapel).—Shall be very pleased to receive a muzzle for 
“ Snatcher.” ——A. L, Newew (West Pasting St).—Thanks for ses 

estion re“ ALLY SLoper’s WHOLE Hoimway.”——A Lover or DecaYeD 

EETH.— We think they must be Aunt Geeser’s——ERnest WRIGHT 
(King’s Lynn).—Tootsie's love, and she feels more than flattered. 
Two Lirr.e Srxpences (Penge).— You want to know too much. 
Senceant Georce Munro (Royal Sussex Regiment, Chichester).—No 
room, thanks, for“‘The Donkey Boy of Cairo.” ——C.V. BankER (Sheer- 
ness).—Crowded out.——Anox (Roc! ham Street).—Of course ALLY 
goes to the Canterbury ; he's Say intimate, too, with the Albert 
Edmunds Troupe now in Dru ane Pantomime.—A.G. Jones 
(Alkham Road).—Like all well-regulated bow-wows, “ Snatcher” 
seldom goes out without his muzzle. 


—— 
Rates of Subscription for “Ally Sloper's Half-Holiday.” 
To any part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, and United 
States of America, post-free : 

3 months, 18. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 

In Stamps or P.0.0.'s payable to W. J. Sixxins, 

“Tue Srorents,” 99 Sor Lane, Fueer Street, Lonpon, E.C. 


AGENT FOR PARIS: 
W. C. HARRISSE, 3 RUE LAFAYETTE, 
Of whom Copies may always be had, price 20 centimes each. 


£1:1:0 
And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT,” will be given for the 


MOST COMICAL VALENTINE 


(not to cost more than Id.) sent to any Member of ‘The Family.” 

The Competitions should have “VaLENtTINE"” distinctly written on 
the top left-hand corner of the envelope, and should be addressed to 
any one of the following :— 

A. Storer, Mrs. Storer, Toorstr, ALEXANDRY, IkEy Moses, 
McGoose.ey, Uncie Borrin, Aunt GEESER, Cousin Eve.ina, Bit 
Hicoins, McNas, Lorp Bos, Tuz Dook Snoox, Tue HonoraB.e 
Bitxy, Tott1e Goopenoven, UNcLE BENJAMIN, SNATCHER, TODDLES, 
or the Orrice Boy, at 

“Tue SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


*,° The List will close on Saturpay, Feprvuary 20TH. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
—— 
Mexcrnary.—How much touching sentiment and tender affection 
tinds expression in a poetic form at the Valentine season it would be 
difficult to estimate, but it is when the fair one is wealthy as well as 
beautiful that the Cupid-ditty of the suitor is most noticeable. 


. P 
_ A PRACTICAL, oe somewhat sour-minded, old gentleman, hear- 
ing that shortsigh’ ess is alarmingly on the increase in Holland, 
croaked, “ A good job too; it will prevent many young Dutchmen dis- 
covering how doosid ugly their girls are before they've married em.” 


<Q OID RDA areas BP nt IIE 0, 8 OOOO NERVE 5500" _ 
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No. 94.—“ The Valentine” 


cold, another mile to 
pub. within sight.” 


“The Lover's Retreat" isa very useful article, as, when dune with, it can he f 
to the dimensions of anordinary walking-stick, The only objection to the“ Re! 
its paper covering, which cannot always he guaranteed to withstand the prying eye. 


THE SCENE-SHIFTER. 
A pity he can't shift his face out of sight 


The New Umbrella Hat. 


knew such a good but nobody ever sent her 
B Hhersendy She told me she oe hdat take in, whether th. 
= the postage or not. She also said that once upon a 


lots sent her every Fourteen! 


n y man, and 
he told her in such an earnest moving way, you know, what useless, 


silly, frivolous, 
che heckared bho was quite touched, and she made up her mind that 


now what became o 
married her instead. 


TuovucH nowadays few ns to 
Enthusiastic love incline, 
Let me be one of those rare few ; 
Let me be your—oh, do, do, po!— 
Let me be your enthu, thu, thu— 
Enthusiastic Valentine. 
Although your feelings may be cru- 
E] and may not respond to mine, 
eee I wi » true, true, true 
'o you, you only, you, you, you; 
And if my heart you only knew 
I’m sure you'd not refu-fu-fu 
Refuse to be my, Valentine. 


s 

Onz of my fashionable contemporaries informs me that bouquets 
are now the correct things to send as offerings on Saint Valentine's 
Day in lieu of the costly bonbonniers, the extra t knicknacks, 
and the ruinous jewellery which hitherto we have been accustomed 
on féte days to lay at the feet of Beauty. I think this innovation 
charming in its simplicity. The gentleman spoken of in poetry as 
finding nothing in a primrose but a mere blossom, will now have 
the opportunity of recognizing in it the means whereby to avoid the 
expenditure of a sum of money on a toy or trinket—a sum which, 
however small, can without doubt be better expended on the gra- 
tification of his own personal weaknesses or otherwise. 


Fesruanry is generally su posed to be the month of billing and 
cooing. It is ewise favourite month for billing and county 
courting. Tailors are very apt to send unpleasant valentines to 
their impecunious customers, even before the 14th—valentines which 
hint that the sooner last year’s bill is settled, the better for every- 
|e a rrr in the matter. Postmen look absurdly unhappy on 
St. Valentine's Day, yet they get enough kisses from cooks and 
kitchen-maids to enliven them prodigiously du the valentine 

Policemen envy postmen on St. Valentine’s Day with 
ly jealousy. Yet footmen AM coped rounds, deliver their valen- 
ess 


irl, now? But the good man didn’t marry her. And 
I neat } f Polly. £ 
ses 
s 


tines, and take their kisses wi e air of martyrs. Some people 
are never satisfied. 


—, Still, he is a -natured-fellow, as a rule; and “ Bless 


most of the Lag 8 28 under which he stoops)—‘I soon gets rid on 
‘em,” he says; “bless their little ‘arts!"” es pommae Sie 
his h by accident, or is he satirical? This would a nice lit 
problem for a Debating Society. *° 


So January's ! Town 

His gusts of wind and rain were teasing ; 
Pico Tes he oes ven Bis eens 

Enveloped by a nation’s sneezing! 
But who is this who comes in state 

Arrayed in tinsel and lace paper? 
Eo — on the —- wait, 

atchouli wafte a vapour. 

Vauntion! oe eeleome esl 

T BL sprang moments are too fleeting. 
Ah! for the time when frippery 

Of thine could set my heart a-beating! 


Tue humour of modern comic valentines is best studied at the 
=F none of enterprising tradesmen, who combine the sale of 
such illustrated literature with the vending of tobacco, snuff, ginger- 
beer, tin trumpets, jumbles, and hardbake. In such shopkeepers’ 
windows, for some weeks before St. Valentine's Day, Laci | home 
thrusts on paper are a Trenchant language ly com- 
bined with glowing colours. Aunts are stigmatised as “canting 
shrews,” or “common scolds;” the cleverest le in the world as 
* preasy Jews;"’ while bakers are invariably dubbe: “dirty,” butchers 
td thirsty,” bachelors “poor old wretches,” old maiden ladies 
x vinegar cruets,” and young men either “ society hogs” or “ missing 
links.” We've never seen such a number of people gather round an 
Academy sensation picture of the year as we have observed collect 
round a lend shop-window—say six feet by four—which forms a 
frame to modern comic valentines. | 

s 

Tue old English method of nrg St. Valentine’s frolics was the 
cause of vast entertainment, and not afew marriages. On the eve of 
the festival it was the custom for young folks to draw lots, which 
they termed Valentines. The written names of a number of one sex 
were, by an pa lea number of the other, put into some convenient 
vessel, after which orery one drew a name, which was called his or 
her valentine, and was looked on as a good omen of their becoming 
— = we Kero —— Reo worn for a wighy of a ees 

ie coats, waistcoats, an ices; very 8 tly “ go’ on” 
being the immediate result. ee settee 

s 


Curpip at my heart comes beating; 
Ae rosy-cheeked and plump; 
len meéestly defeating— 
Thump, Thump! 
Love within my breast is throbbing ; 
Fast my feverish pulses jump; 
Cupid beating hearts is robbing— 
Thump, Thump! 
Fickle Cupid, maids betraying, 
‘akes of every heart a trump; 
Now upon my heart he’s playing 
ie Thump, Thump! 
* 

Apvicr To Fiances.—If you are on the verge of a quarrel with your 
sweetheart, it is a good plan to have the row over before St. Valen- 
tine’s Day. Should the affair be broken off, you see, your last year’s 
Valentines will do to send to the new girl ; and this is a consideration 
in these days, when you cannot get a Valentine worth the expense 
of postage under a pep Only, if your circle of acquaintance is 

0 


limited, mind the “old love” and “the new” do not get to comparing 
notes, or there will probably be another row, which you did not 
calculate upon. oe 

s 


VALENTINES are not only sent on St. Valentine’s day. For herown 
part, Tootsie doesn’t care a jot when hers come, as long as they are 
worth getting when she gets them. Friends at a distance kindly 
accept this intimation, and direct all boxes and parcels to “ The 
Sloperies.” Tootsie knows of no prettier way for a reader to testify 
is or her gratitude for many many happy hours spent over these 
deathless pages, than to sen something very nice to her. 


Fellow travellers at an inn. Very early in the morning. One in 
bed. The other taps at door :— ree iad 

“ Are you asleep, Bill?” 

“ Why ? ” 

“ Because, if you are uot, I waut to borrow half a sov.” (Snores. 


ie 2 


ete ee 


axrmedepeacr 2 
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Baturday, February 18, 1886. 


TOOTSIE AT THE “LANE.” 
_—— 


1 suppose from what I have heard the Dook say, Lane must 
ve been @ different sort of place when it contained noblemen’s 
ntry houses, but that must have been a ——_ while ago, for I 
yeelf have read we Pep - about sree ¢ ' 
vs, he saw “pretty ly ing at her lodgings oor in Drury 
vel in her smock sleeves and bodice looking upon one ; she seem 
mighty pretty crea- 

mre.” have seen 
dies at the corners 
f the courts out of 
ad Lane, stand- 
g in the “smock 
leeves,” but they 
vere not, generally 
peaking, pretty crea- 
ures—indeed, quite 


, . / ‘ 


tt 
Abanasar, HERBERT peed oot and the Widow Twankay, 


HaRRY 


Though the lane itself, however, may have lost some of its gentility 
since that remote period when rich bye lived in it for the sake of 
the fresh air, and kept their cow and three acres, the fortunes of the 
Theatre have gone up, and I suppose D: Lane has never held so 
much — or paid its lessee as handsomely as it has done since 
Gussy held the reins of government. 

If te haven't been to see the show, for goodness sake don’t miss 
it. The Dream of Fair Women is a thing to fill with feverish flut- 
terings the heart of the susceptible male biped. I must allow, too, 


ICHOLLS. 


that several of the girls are not at all and I to state 
that I am a reliable jndee in matters. The Dook has juently 
remarked I just pick out the points men would pick, which asa rule, 


doesn’t agree much with women’s ideas of a woman's face and figure. 
Your lady novelists, by the way, generally pass the figure over, 60 as, 
I suppose, not to annoy their wrongly shaped readers more than is 
necessary. That wretched Billy e absolutely maudlin behind the 
scenes over one of the famous Fair Ones, though which it was 
I can’t positively say un- 

til I have made in 
I regret to have to add that 
Billy is getting to be rather 
a nuisance with his love 
affairs, and doesn’t now even 
run tothe price of a pipelight. 


Billy gets mashed on one of the Fair Women. 


That Bob, too, if you please, appears to have gone behind the 
scenes, and made himself very ridiculous; but, I am lad to say, was 
very properly shut up; and Gussy assures me it 11 not occur 
again; and {if (he does show there, Charley is to chuck him hard. 
_, Grace Huntley (don’t you remember her in the Babes—the one 
‘Lal used to be always trying to cut the head off ?)—Grace is very 
clever and pretty, and a great favourite as Aladdin. 

" Harry and Herbert, too, are just about as funny as they make 
‘them. In- 
deed, there's ' 
fots to laugh 
= now; al- 
ough, from 
what I read 
in the pa- 
pers, this was 
not quite the 
case at first. 


Bob flirting with Aladdin (GRACE HUNTLEY). 


I regret to say, I am not altogether happy at home, and Bob reall: 
seems to grow more and more of a nuisance. And what's the po § 
of being an Honourable without pocket-money? And Dooks—well, 
there’are Dooks and Dooks. Really, I don’t know, what to do.!, What 
a jolly clown the other Harry is! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE WALTZ OF THE SEASON!!! 


Played at Balls. Played at Theatres. Played in all the Panto- 

is fe at eee. Played at Music Halls. Played 
‘ublic Dinners, ilii 

erpekes. yed by the Military Bands. Played 


ALLY SLOPER’S WALTZ, 


Composed by Charles Godfrey, 
BANDMASTER OF THE ROYAL HORSE GUARDS, 
TWOPENCE;; Post-free, 3d. 

OF ALL NEWSAGENTS, AT ALL RAILWAY BOOKSTALLS, AND AT 
“THE SLOPERIES/’ 99 SHOE LANE, LONDON, E.C. 


TO MY OLD LOVE. 


“The course of true love does at times run — ck.” 
Proverb, improved and arn woene Peace 
Waar agonised kissing and clasping of hands, 
What wailing o’er ifves that abe blighted , 
There were when we for aye on the sands 
Ere time our dark fortunes had righted! 


We pictured the Paradise life would have been— 

I swore that in time I would win you; 
You vowed that, though oceans were rolling between 
Your love would for ever continue 


We kissed and we parted, but lingering on 
Indulged in a sweet re} > dition, . 

Till the clock warned us both it was time to be gone, 
When you left in a fainting condition. 


Time’s deadening touch took the edge off 
Ten years in the bush dissipated career 
The anguish I'd felt; on returning, I know, 
I was rather surprised that you' 'd waited. 


I was rich, and no obstacle now intervened, 
oe flow of our true bt es ruffle; 
‘e were married—you to romance ill 
there fs feet after life's woise and seule” nas 


Well, perhaps you're content, but J fancy at ti: 
When my friends and my wishes yoarea slighted, 
When my pipe is tabooed and you tell me my crimes, 

That I might have been happier blighted. 


——e- -- 


TWO VALENTINES. 
Cuapter I.—His Last. 


Ir was deucedly unlucky, awfully aggravating, and all that, after 
all that money for it and wasting so much time in choosing it 
the stationer’s young lady lost all patience and gave him a bit of 
her mind for not making up his own quicker—beastly pot to 
Lg ores pt a aaney fore, re neal ar to go and lose 
e out of his et, or leave it behin 
Lad a ore: — him eesabon! a a 
n’t the faintest recollection which way it was; 
knew that when he got home the confounded thing was oe a 
He remembered meeting a lot of mashers and having divers drinks, 
all stronger than squashes, but he didn’t recollect seeing any more 
of that valentine. And now it was gone, and that was all about it. 
Well, catch him buying any more! 


Cuapter II.—Her Frmst. 


Ir was really quite too awfully sweetly pretty, and it came from— 
well, no, it didn’t come from an: y or anywhere in particular, 
con the shop where she bought it herself. and it took all her 
pocket-money. 

She had meant to send it to a very dear, dear friend, only it was 
really so ee charming, and almost too nice even for this 
dearest friend; and besides, she hadn't a penny left to pay the 
porte. So she couldn’t find it in her little heart to send it away, 

t. decided to ir it herself and pretend that somebody had sent 
it to her. She had never had one sent to her before, though she 
was more than seven, but not much. And this one was so pretty. 


Caapter IIT.—Waat Came or THEM. 


Awnp to think that Stella had actually got that valentine after all. 

Bertie could scarcely believe his eyes when Stella’s little sister 
Mardie showed it tohim. Could he have gone and posted it without 
remembering anything about it ? 

Well, here it was, sure enough; and here was that detestable 
little Mardie gushing over it like anything, and saying it had been 
_ to her by somebody she loved very much—somebody in this 

ouse, some one whose name began with an S. 

And for Stella to go and give it away to this minx of a sister! 
Catch him sending any more toanybody! Call him all the gommies 
you liked if this wasn’t the very last, &c. &c. 

e 


* * . e e 
It was very nice and pretty of little Mardie to go and buy a valen- 
tine and stick to it herself, only she needn’t have told that fib about it. 
Perkaps she meant well, and perhaps it was no fib after all. The 
valentine certainly came from one in that house, and whose name 
began with an S; everybody knows that self ns with 8, and 
there was no doubt Mardie was very fond of this said self. 

But fib or no fib, it sent Bertie away in a deuce of a huff, never to 
come near the place again. And as for Stella, she had really got the 
valentine, and, you see, it was just the same as Mardie’s. One of the 
mashers, who knew all about it, had kindly nicked it from Bertie and 

it to Stella for him; but as she never saw nor h any 
more of Bertie, she didn’t think it ever came from him, and she soon 
forgot all about him, and married the masher. 
¢ course it was Bertie’s own fault, and the moral obviously ie— 
When you've bought a valentine for your young lady, don’t drink 
anything stronger than squashes before you post it. 


es e = 
The Eminent has this day conferred his 


AWARD OF MERIT 


Upon the following Ladies and Gentlemen, the Qualifications being 


stated beneath each name. 
Mrs. Kena, 


Because you i her 


Curer Montstoa or MariKrna, 
Because he so courageously fought 
against the Boers. 


H. Pavtton, 
Because he's a clever Actor, 
Reciter, and Writer. 


Mrs. STEPHENS, 
Because she's as funny as ever. 


ago meh 1 Organi: 
use he’s a grand anist 
and donductor. 
E. L. Buancnarp, 
Because he's the King of Panto- 
mime Writers. 
Axice CHANDos, 
Because she's enhanced the success 
of “ Borrowed.” 
Wirxre Coiiis, 
Because he's a great Novelist. 


Lite Frisky, 
‘ Mrs. STIRLINo. 
B raged gest lige Because she's of Sterling Merit. 
A. Henry, M. VERBECK, 
Because he's the best of Equestrian Because he's a Marvellous Man. 
Directors. Wits Waire.ey 
Grace Honey, Because he can ide everything 
Because she's Aladdin, except another ALLY SLOPER. 


“Tre SLopertes,” 99 Shoe Lane, 
February 13th, 1886. Fleet Street, London, E.C. 
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THE HEBREW FAMILY. 
—_—~— 


Tae Morpecais were a very great family indeed. They are so 
now. One of them is a highly respectable solicitor, and euccher has 
had six months for bill stealing. The bill was for £1,250, which 
shows, the sum being large, that the transaction was highly credit 
able to all parties concerned in it. There is one brother a solicitor 


the other a jeweller, the other a pawnbroker, the other an upholsterer, 
and the other a theatrical manager. 
A young masher once came to the theatre of the last brother. 
The masher was young—most mashers are young. 
This young masher used to buy a stall every night, and stare at | 
Miss Po rettifoot as she danced in the burlesque. He thought 
he atk ike to speak to her. He mentioned in the refreshment 
saloon that he should like to do this. It was at the moment that he { 
had just been introduced to young Mr. Judas Mordecai by a brother } | 
er, who was at times hard up. ' 
“You shall come round behind the scenes,” said Judas Mordecai, 
Esquire, who was 8 yo' man with a diamond solitaire, “and be 
introduced to Miss Prettifoot, Mr. Masher.” * * . - } 
Then Miss Prettifoot said, “You are indeed a masher!” And } 
oung Mr. Masher was still more pleased as Punch, and felt thrills 


y 
of joy and pride go down his back. 

hen Mr. Mordecai said, “ Won't you have a glass of cham e? 
It’s very good champagne.” And Mr. Masher said he would. And 


it got into Mr. Masher’s head, and he promised tosend Miss Pretti- 
foot a gold necklet. 

The next evening he went to the Mordecai’s theatre, and saw Mr, 
Elisha Mordecai there. “I should like to know where I could buy 
a good necklet,” said Mr. Masher. 

“You can get one and as cheap as dirt—yes, a good deal 
cheaper. You go to Fitz-Smith’s in Lisbon Street.” 

Then Mr. Masher went to the jeweller’s shop. He thought it odd 
at first that Mr. Fitz-Smith, the jeweller, should be so much like 
Mr. Elisha Mordecai in the face. 

“Splendid necklet, only forty-five pounds!” said Mr. Fitz-Smith. 
And Mr. Masher bought it and took it back to the theatre. 

“Oh, ain't it a love, just!” said Miss Prettifoot. 

Then Mr. Masher became a regular visitor to the theatre. And 
he was a nice young man, and the actors borrowed money of him, 
and he shed smiles and threes of whisky on them all. But when he 
had been going it rather, and coin was getting short, Mr. Mordecai said, 

“Tf you want a bit of stiff, I can work it for you, it will be all 
ight, old chappie.” 

hen Mr. Masher went to the highly respectable solicitor who 
was introduced to him by Mr. Mordecai. It struck Mr. Masher that 
although the name of this gentleman was Smith, that all the same 
he had a longish nose, and was very much like Mr. Mordecai. 

“Can do it for you seventy-five,” said Mr. Smith; “money is 
Lo. rebel f tight.” But Mr. Masher got £500. 

**T shouldn't live in chambers if I were you, old chappie,” said 
Mr. Elisha Mordecai; “have a nice little furnished place of your 
own in the ‘Wood.’ I'll introduce you to an upholsterer who'll 
make everything very nice and —e 

Then the upholsterer, who, oddly enough too, had a strong like- 
ness to Mr. Elisha Mordecai, gave him a stock of furniture. He 
had to pay £300 down, and there was a bill of sale for the balance. 

Mr. Masher gave nice parties, and there was always a nice smell 
of patchouli and champagne about the place. And distinguished 
actors came and had lunch, and drank freely, and conferred much 
honour upon Mr. Masher by their emnyeny. And Miss Popsy Pret- 
tifoot always told Mr. Masher how fond she was of him. 

“You're always my dickey bird, ain't you, darlingest? I want a 
nice sapphire ring, and if you haven't got the coin handy, why, you 
can just take that gold necklet ? pss bought for me to nunkey’s.” 

So Mr. Masher took the gold necklet that he had given five and 
forty solid thick 'uns for, but they would only let him have five 
pounds on it, and he went back and saw Miss Prettifoot, and she 
said, “You ain’t got any respect for the stage, or you would have 
jerked that show, 
somehow or the 
other,” and she was 
very wild and let him 
have a “oner” with 
her muff. 

And Mr. Masher 
went to the solicitor 
who was so like Mr. 
Elisha Mordecai in 
the face, and he re- 
fused to renew the 
sixty per cent. bits 


SEER then the up- 


holsterercameinand 
sold all the furniture 
under the bill of sale. 

And then Mr. 
Masher was what is 
vulgarly called 
“ coopered up.” 

« * e 

Inadrawing-room, 
not a million miles 
from Bedford 
Square, a party of 
Hebrew gentlemen 
was assembled. 
There were some 
sweet nice theatrical 
young ladies about, 
and all was joy and 
happiness, and beaky 


noses. 

And one patriarch 
said,“‘Weareahappy 
family, s’help us 
Mosesh. We all go under different names, though we're all brothers 
born in the same shell-fish shop. We introduce everybody to one 
another, and we all play into one another's hands. We rook the 
mashers beautiful.” 


He was introduced to Miss Prettifoot. 


Strange to say, there are several families on this lay about. 


to fight you!" “Then,” cried 
coward alt over the i 
, haughtily. (Extract Novelette. 


} ~ : ——=—s = == = 

j! AO AES oF Lil malin ‘R.A. But should see him a minute or | Delicate ladies, of Liberal and Conservative opinions, be seen 
' | ell he looks, too—he has-had'himself ited t at je by an® you . O' an ve may 

4 Rere's Feampotty gh fm, cromgsmart n hounds, and being cursed by the huntsman. Never mind; he only goes out once a year. daily braving the biting blast in costumes of opera bouffe scantinesss 


ASSORTED VALENTINES. 
PEOPLE WHO SEND THEM, AND PEOPLE WHO RECEIVE THEM. 


Mu 1) 


cll 


SNOWED UP. 
“ We're all froze-out poor working men, and we've got 
no work to do.” 


: Ki 
2. The sarcastic yard- 
and-e-half. 


rim, A 
isons; burn 
them down the sink, and come out of 
all probability your children, if you have 
ooner or later reach the grave of the assassin 


3. Valentine and arson, 4. An bir ham of his 5. Angelina's little missive, and 
felines. 


Algerpnon's triumphant horn- 


1, “For the dear creature!" 
@ murmurs. — “* m t 
wretched idiot!" she exclaims. 


“Have I had any valentines sent me? 
Yes, dear ; several." 
_“‘All ugly ones, I suppose?” 


peti 


1 ALL 8B ° OH, “DEMMY!” AS THEY SAID IN THE OLD PLAYS. 
t bao Ui Hibernian Driver). I told you to drive faster, Pat; you see I have missed Facetious Crossing-Sweeper (to Waiter, who ts out Dinners). Aw, you're 
i the ssi 0 early, Chawles. I—aw—don't nevah take my dinner till after dark. Pon 


Pat. Shure, Mum, we are only a minnit too late. 


we PS: Xt 
RAI BR AR ANS tera tee 4 = ATER. ee eee 


\gaturday, February 18, 1686.) ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


wyoNny, You's ne ep THE MUGGLEBURY MYSTERY.—A TALE OF ST. VALENTINE. 


Lane, | 44 


YY 


r. Pips,” saidahareh voice? CHAPTER I1.—Ma. Pires Resouves To Do onl | 
Trompe; it was the senior. Dtr—Out into the murky night he sped. Whats? 
carea he? Did he not love? True, her papa was 
rich and haughty. “I will publish my novel, and® 
ress, Mr. Pips, and id then—wealth and fame,” said Pips to himself, — 
Wt | i A de: duties, I can onl: “Cou , Valentine ®rou shall yet win 
} || | | | \\ ou are in love, 1 her.” And he smot: § vat part of his waistcoat 
] | | \\] . under which beat hie ueart, 


SS 


y 


— —= 

CHAPTER IV.- THe) Hanpiop PaTa.—A dense HA V.— 87, Vau NE's .— THB BLOW, ‘CHAPTER VI.—Tuer “OLp Love" Srkaks Bee Mixn— 

fog had settled down. some- ; she get it oried ir. Pine: with anxiety. “paar moaned Pipe; “but there ts one who loves me; I wil) 

where here,” said little said the domestic, who was cleanin: f)to her!” He flew to the post-office. “Mr. Pips,” she anid 

costly valentine. Alas cepti bracelet m the Captin; a coldly, after he had expressed passionate adoration, “1 love 

HONEYMOONING. one who presided as the-pos yer if be caught yer ‘ang- pawara! yee sept me ® poautiful valentine; not a twopenpy 

wedding trip to Paris, little Honeybun has See ree EOE ees penny thing. Begone 

chambermaid for some needles 


ED 
oth 
ny 


a 
Wis 


APTER VII.—Desparm.—All that day, and 
he night, poor Pips wandered about the 
i) en, desperate, despairing. About 
d ‘himself outside the post-office, ap! 
with whom hitherto he had been on 
k. yalentine—euch a stunner l—add: d ‘uggins’ 
so I tore off the cover and re-directed it to my 
post-ofice——" ® ® ® There wasa crash of 
ling glass, a stifled groan, and all was still. 


A FLIRTY, FLIGHTY THING. 


“Now, Mr. Gosling, you must not 
be hazardous. Min will not be 


run away with. 


EASY. . 
Tourist.—Well, my man, what way do I go to Inverness ? 


THE F ‘ E ; 
ORCE Crone | Tonald (without opening his eyes).—Straicht on 7 
Tourist.—If you can show me a lazier trick than that I'll give you half-a-crown. 


Charles. What am I looking for? Why, I've dropped the pebble out of m 
Eye-glass. " a et es ! ale: Tonald (without opening his eyes).—Jist drap it i’ ma pooch. 


PY &4 


' 


ventriloquial 


‘ where else. 


contains 


| A youre 
) for attemp' 


pair of braces 


recently at Norwic! 

\ there can be no doubt 
that he spoke from 
the bitterness of his 

\ soul, and had suffi- 
cient grounds for his 
unusual e ions 
of dissatisfaction. 
“Unless he and his 

had 


su to have the 


@ Polar bear or Arctic 
fox, a less fit 
habitation could no 
have been found for 
him.” Had he even 
been the bear or fox 
! that his lively meg 
nation suggests, he 
would have found his 
lodging even less be- 
fit his needs, It 
was, he tells us, “a 
bleak house in a 
frozen waste.” It 


a show of | 
Certainly a place 


which the combined 


the a 
a fox. 


disease in Japan. 


the coast. 


outilite selerting te. "The Blopss Panis Vie @ acck. of gota 
b e its refe: : lo a work o! 
rable ikenesses ofthe variou a 
s 


tleman has been charged 
to redeem a gold scarf-pin, which had been pledged 
by anether person. He went tos 
7 he stated that it was found on the ice. 
; famed Soren pawns, that’s what the Eminent wants to know? 
Mrs. 8. has run through the wardrobe, and, anyhow, there's half a 


builders, and enterprising upholsterers has of late years provided for 
Briton—houses neither so 

. _And suppose the house had 

Norwich, and after free: 

and sit in the miserable, 

Vice-Chancellor Bacon. 


Tue infamous attacks on Georgina Weldon in the French Press 
to journalism. It is a marvel that even a Frenchman 
can be found to write or publish such trash, which is evidently in- 
7, fig —_— hostility on aceount of her success in th 
os — eet = Spam of decency and St. Denys, such 
0' cast as: as more damaging to the writers 
publishers than to the object of their cee ¢! = 


For this year, at all events, Bri; ghton must t on as well 
without the cuakcemaey (decrees fs ater 


Storer himself never takes any half measures! 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—_——= 


Now comes St. Valentine! To quote the words of Ophelia Polonius 
“ Good morrow ‘tis St. Valentine's betime, 


Day, All in the 

Andla at your 
window, To be your 
valentine: Then up he 
rose and do his 
clothes, And dupped 
the chamber door.” In 
point of fact results 
proved that the maid 
would have acted more 
wisely had she re- 
mained at home. 
Which is what A. 
Storer advises girls 
generally to do, not 
only on St. Valentine's 
Day, but on all others— 
that is, if they want to 
die old maids. Valen 
tines which may take 
the form of a ton of 


' 
Tuuart clever lady-ventriloquist, Madame Rosa, has met with an 
enthusiastic reception at Paul's Theatre of Varieties, Leicester, her 
being a representation of “ The Sloper Family.” 
By-the-bye, = ones s very popular in Leicester, as he is every- 
e uni 


retands that Madame Rosa is on an extended 
poster that Madame 


various members. 


under the Pawnbrokers’ Act 


wnbroker with the ti and 
Was that one of the world. 


ig. ee 
e 


Tuovas there runs a vein of comic e: 
Pasa of 6 Seemed ieee of the way he and his marshal were lodged 
J 


ration through the com- 


De 
—_—_———_—— 


ut- 
side and in;” or, where finished, was -not fitted “in a way calou- 
lated to conduce to anybody's comfort.” The furni 


ture “seemed 


to have been provided with a view to economy and discomfort, with 
, skilfully but not very judiciously combined.” 

shudder at, not to live in; though the descrip- 
tion is not very far removed from that of many thousands of houses 


lom of our house architects, tive 

48 & Cave, nor so snug as 

Mil aiges he hed heen chines ene 

e n oO} to come 

ughty High Courts of Justice! Ask 
ses 


e English 


citizen soldiers, After a roleaged 
discussion, elit § ly 
threshed out the subject in 

all its , the recent 
meeting of volunteer com- 
ending rmeyia decided, by 

a majority, to request 
the Duke of Carnteites to 
organise small reviews with 
hing columns, This 
decision agrees with the 
views expressed by the 
Commander-in-Chief in his 
recent circular letter, and 
the scheme will, no doubt, 


effect much more as 
regards training, K ey the 
one- review system. There 


is something to be said, 
however, for the opinion 
expressed by one command- 
ing officer lately, that the 
latter, however worthless 
from a purely professional standpoint, 
helped to popularise the Volunteer 
Pmrsrag me of hove - Le weeks 
or the Brighton hotel and lodging- 
house keepers is thus gone. The 
race remains, it is true, but I remem- 
ber my landlady once letting her par- 
lours to a rary ct adage who, after 
boarding an at her expense 
for a day and Mg induced ee to 
entrust him with a golden sovereign, 
wherewith to back a “certainty.” But 
she saw him not again. 
ss 


against 


p ' 
Two sailors ha: died f h uring 
short Journey, the authorities amacocy forbade sir fenice ; 


along 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A. Sropzn, the eminent head of this concern, has made it a rule, 
2 a Politics no 
o 


doubt i 


gd enormously. Neverthe- 


this sprigh page, 
‘ou wil the portrait of Mr. 
Some Collings — Co with 


and Provident Institution was 
held at the Office, 28 Martin's 
Lane, Cannon Street, on Wed- 
nesday, 10th February. Here- 
under we give the reasons why 
newsvendors should me 
members of this admirable 
Institution, the Life Subscrip- 
tion being £3 8s., and the Annual 
ditto 6s. :—(1.) Because they may 
at once it a useful Society 
connected with their own trade. 
(2.) Because they cannot arp 
tee health and strength, but are 

certainties 


iS} 
ble for help in old and 
eon of pa teal (45 Because, if ny Bates oom help them- 


selves, they are, by ping those who cannot 
help th 


emselves. o° 

Ir is to hold a show in Paris. The ob of the 
exhibition is said to be humani' and scientific. Each exhibitor 
will have to fill up 8 list of questions tending to throw light w the 
influence of consanguineous , the itary ple, cli- 
TE et eee Tecemnaa nC cneticn tr tases] piowecen, ad 
with the exhibit of an or an Pi 
of near otras rte heel pe the 


prize will be ee francs, 


hundred francs " 
Sloper will be on the job—if it is in time! 


s 
t good laugh, go to the Criterion and see The 
; Something to frighten one in the 


Iv you want a 
Man With Three Wives. 
title; and as an elderly 
gentleman in my presence 
the playbill, ‘ Poo: fellow! 
e r 

Re must, have ouf- 
fered!’’ But highly 
roper 


ple need not be 

: the man with 
osiiiom ae Sienple Simeon 
nD as on 

the pieman asked 


There is 


0 
wealthy Charles himself is 
absent, Lytton Sothern 
throws an immense 
amount of spirit into the 

and scores well. 


Ww. B 


Maur, and = 
very clever com: é 
fun is kept up Th gone 


5 Or t. 


Salon Parisien, at 160, 
New Bond Street, which, Lord Bob says, bids fair to be one of the 
exhibitions of the season. Aunt Geeser, and the other “ Out 
British Matron,” with their hyper-pradish notions, had better stay 
away, as a visit to the collections GN apres by Jan van Beers, 
Van der Straeten, Verlat, and the r artists there represented, 
would assuredly make them ill! RE 
s 
A Bmonnanam solicitor wrote to Mrs. Weldon some time 
stating that “her Majesty the Queen has ordered a performance o: 
Mors et Vita at the Royal Albert Hall, at which she will attend. 
much greater compliment to Her Majesty 
co the performance in person; but he 
cannot be asked to do so unless you are prepared to consent to his 
. I shall be if you will inform me whether you are pre- 
give this consent, R. Harpe Miiwarp.” Geo 8 
reply was:—“I am more than astonished at your impudence! 
I have this morning returned from Paris, where I have success- 
in motion to obtain ezequatur of my verdict 
. If he attempts to set foot in England as 
ve him immediately arrested.’ Points 


Acrtvatty the time is coming round in for the University Boat 
Race, which, it is expected, will eee plas early in rit The 


young athletes are 
(a THIS A BRIER WHKA 


n pains and 
brave the bitter 1 SEE BEFORE ME — 


past—a dear me- 
mory and a glorious 
caren Soe boys, 

on rosper ; 
va xiiy hae his 
eye on you. 


“To the West, to 
the W to the 


irl of Gains- 
town, Alabama, and 
then fled. Theentire 
greener pec 

or him, and even- 
tually caught him 
on the Mobile River. 
Guarded by 200 
men, he was marched in chains to the scene of the crime. Here he 
confessed, and was chained to a tree and there roasted alive, 500 
persons, including both whites and negroes, watching the scene. He 
was tortured bya Ee of faggots being alternately fired and scattered, 
until he fell dead y, and the flames consumed him. The body 
was completely reduced to ashes, and the crowd then dispersed. 


(Saturday, February 18, 1886. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A Catenpan ror THE WeEx Expme Fusarvany 20th. 


———— ee 
1667.—Mr. enters in his , 
Ath February, 190. Pepys diary, on 


1 
came up to my wife's bedside 
yt dressing myself) little Mercer, to bs her valentine 
and brought her name written upon blue paper in gold 
himee! well 


done 

very pretty; and we were pleased with it. 

ut I am al year ay oe ee ee ee eee 

hak thes 7 meet Bee eyo Bed ipl ” 
Valentine, a Roman op or pres ro urch, 

aD. 271, Tt is said that on this day the birds choose their mates, 

whence probably came the custom o! yours folks ch valentines 

ends on this day. It is customary at Norwich for 

14th, but on the of th 

ing an ornamental billet 


) 
tal is 
doli., performin 

clockwork trains, and all kinds of novel are considered 

suitable for valentine presents. The mode of deli the valentine 

is also . It is placed on the doorstep, and a 

being given, the m takes to his heels. 

knowing the purpose of 


16th February, 182'7.—(See “Chronicle,” 1885). A female 
sailor was this day ren Lory on board a pros ilps: about to 
leave Dublin. Her assumption of the habits of a sailor was by no 
means limited to the jacket and trowsers; but the grog and “the 
backie,” and “the ty girls to boot,” all contributed their share 
towards the completion of the metamorphosis. Of the there 
was abundant evidence in her condition at the time of her == 
apprehended; she had a well-filled tobacco box in her 

to one yo woman she did the honours of a courtship 
underwent the threefold publication of the banns, was prevented 
from un ing the ceremony itself only by a timely discovery of 
the parish officers that the bride-elect was in a condition very shortly 
to become a mother, when the creature was upon the point of 
declaring the heroine to be the father of her expected offspring! 


6th 1632.—Richard Rose, or Rouse, the Bisho 
of Rochester’s ‘this day polsoned the sow ond. cones the 
death of several persons. An A wea inmsdladek passed making 
poisoning treason, and the panishment boiling to death Rose was 

iled in Smithfield on April, the wee ee According to 
tradition, however, the r, rather, ing—of the Wizard 
Earl Soulis, was still more tful. 


“ the 
sso ene Beg eas 
~ Shey velied him up in a sheet of lead, 
A of oe ae @ funeral ied, 
Bay oP gome- | him, lead, and bones, and all." 
16th February, 1646.—A brass and gun-metal founder, named 


James Bostock, was this day shot by his apprentice, Wicks, in 
Pitt’s Place, Lane. At the very same moment that this 


murder was , anol at 
another of the town. A Frenchman, living at 5 W: n 
Place, Southampton 8 Cam , m 
and then by his throat. 
16th February, 1786.—Owing to an un high tide, 


King’ 
stage raised on piles, called the “ ‘8 
in 1579, after a flood, «Beh 


Stairs.” es were left upon the 
floor of the by the subsiding stream.” 
17th Fe 1856.—On the behind “ Jack 


Straw’s Castle,” on pstead Heath, was this day found the dead 
body of John Sadleir, the fraudulent M.P. for Sli The ocxpes 
was | in a hollow on the sloping ground, very near to a pool of 
water; le it wasa which had contained essential 
oil of almonds, and also a silver cream-jug, from which he had taken 
the fatal draught. John Sadleir in Charles Dickens's 
“Little Dorritt” as Mr. Merdle. ‘I shaped Mr. Merdle himself,” 
writes Dickens, “out of that us rascality.” In Hardwicke’s 
“ Annual Biography” for 1857, we read that: “Strange as it may 
sound, there are not wanting those who believe (in spite of the 
identification of the ~—— by the coroner, who had formerly sat in 
Parliament with him), , after all, John Sadleir did not commit 
suicide, but simply played the Lapoee le well known in history and 
in romance, of a death and a suppositious corpse. ese 
ns believe that he is still alive, and in America.” 

17th February, 1792.—A young man this day mounted a restive 
horse at Werneth, near Ol . The animal Lapeer mit ied 22h 
the mouth of a coal-pit, and fell into it with his rider. The 
of the fall was 818 feet! The horse was dashed to pieces, and the 
young man’s thigh was terribly broken; but he was otherwise 

urt. 


17th February, 1759.—Thomas Siddal, a gardener at Chester, this 
day dug up a potato we 17 Ibs. 4 oz., m inches in 
¢ ference, and 473 length. In “ Taylor's Goose,” by the 
famous Water Poet, are these curious lines :— 


Spanish potatoes ited dainty, 
are accoun ji 
And E: parsneps are course plenty. 
| edahhat on bon or those rootes were scan’ 
quer would be thought as rare, though little wot 
That we should eate them, and a allow, 
As much as strawberryes and potatoes now.” 


18th February, 1868.—A draper’s assistant this day com- 
mitted suicide by throwing himself from the northern tower, at the 
Crystal Palace, a distance of over 200 feet. The skull of the unfor- 
tunate young man was crushed, several of the bones were literally 
smashed to pieces, but the features of the face were not in the 
slightest degree mutilated or distorted. 


19th Fe’ , 18386.—The following extraordinary narrative 
is extracted from Times of this date :—‘“ The presen 
Duke of Brunswick paid court to Mrs. Methfessel (née Demoiselle 
Lehmann), and was much countenanced in so doing by her husband. 
The Duke found the most convenient spot for ‘ love’ was 
behind the scenes. A Mr. Cornet, a singer, ha quarrelled with 
Methfessel, fell, of course, into disgrace with the and to be 
persuaded the machinery-master to exhibit the lovers to 
the public. The poor fellow agreed, and raised the curtain just 
when the Royal Duke and Madame were tenderly embracing ! e 
lady fainted, the Duke cried revenge, unsheathed his sword, and 
age it through the body of the machinery-master, who breathed 
last upon the stage—a tragic end!” 


20th February, 1'790.—While excavations were made 
this day for a wet dock at Blackwall several hazel trees, with nuts, 
were found deeply imbedded below several strata of sand and clay. 
Divining-rods were formerly made from a forked branch of the hazel. 
Sir Edward Bulwer Lytton, in “A Strange Story,” says: “ Mentioning 
a curious case, which I supposed unique, to a brother of our 
profession, he told me that he had known other instances of the effect 
of the hazel upon nervous temperaments in persons of both sexes, 
Possibly, it was some such peonliae pro in the hazel that made 
it the wood selected for the old divining-rod.” 
Feb: » 1820.—John Stewart, cme called Walking 
John, died this day in London. He had perambulated much of the 


lobe. 
£ “The wise for cure on exercise depend, 
God never made his work for man to mend.” 


(Saturday, February 18, 1886, 
A CHRONICLE 
ie OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


4B FOR THE WeEx Envine Fesavany 20th. 
14th February, 1667.—Mr. 
, — This morning 

dressing myself) little Mercer, to 

t her name written upon blue paper in gold 
A i pretty: and we wore both well 
jut I am also ear m: ’ 

but that I must howe laid pier it we had a 


: An ag =o this day 

whence probably came the custom of young folks ch 
or particular friends on this day. lie 
valentines to be received, not on 14th, but on the 
18th. The valentine, instead of being 

some article of intrinsic value. 

acrobats, clockwork trains, and 

suitable for valentine presents. 


15th February, 182'7.—(See “Ch ‘ 
sailor was this day El arp ened oon 


steam- 
Dublin. Her assumption of the habits of a sailor was b: 


means limited to the jacket and trowsers; but the grog the 
backie,” and “the pretty girls to boot,” all’ contributed fuels dan 
the 


towards the com; letion of the metamo: 


was abundant evidence in her condition at the time ot het tae 


appre! ; she had a well-filled tobacco box in pocket ; 

to one yosng woueee she did the honours oy a i ole 

a t hay age publication of the banns, 

to Soncane 5 mwolber, Whig aie moaains 
me ® mot wi 6 creature was 

declaring the heroine to be the father of her expected ¢ me, 


, 1532.—Richard Rose, or Rouse, the Bishop 
and caused the 
passed making 


Kee sete leeenadiad 


several 
popeaing and — boiling 
iled in Smithfield on April, the same 


. According to 
a boclie worn the boiling—or, rae, broiling. 


was still more frightful. 
“On a circle of stones 

ons tds of en lien 
Fhez heated it red and rng pe 

the burnished brass > ne and shine. 

. him 

Rete ara ina thst a 

Mad molied him, lead, and tones and au.” 

—A brass and gun-metal founder, named 


k, was this day shot by his apprentice, Wi 
Lane. At the very same moment bore aH 


Hall had 


landing-place, stage xi 

Stairs.” in 1579, “ were 8 

floor of the Hall by the sabed ding premeg ee Het pen: Sos 
17th Feb 


greensward behind “ Jack 
Straw’s Castle,” on Heath, was this t 
pety of John ‘Sadleir, the fraudulent M.P. te Sie eee 


l in a hollow on the sloping ground, very near to 
water ; fo 16 wae small phlal “abieh Tad erence epee 
gg org vel nae eine a sage ih rhrengy ug, from which he had taken 
fatal () in 
“ Little Dorritt as Mr. Merdle. “I shaped Mire Mette hhinnelt 
writes Dickens, “out of that lous rascality.” Hardwicke's 
Annual Biography” for 1857, we read that: “Strange as it may 
fier there are not wanting those who believe (in spite of the 
. oe of the oo by the coroner, who had formerly sat in 
ent with him), , after all, John Sadleir did not commit 
— but simply played the am bee well known in history and 
emg ofa ne nded death and a suppositious corpse, "Thess 
bagi -engll be ray “t he sl poe alive, and in America.” 
'e .—A yo man this da 
horse at Werneth, near Oldham’ The animal eckea an pass 
the mouth of a coal-pit, and fell into it with his rider. The e 
of the fall was 918 feet? Tho horse was dashed to pieces, and the 
an man’s thigh was terribly broken; but he was otherwise 


17th February 1759.—Thomas Siddal, a gardener at Chester, 
day dug UP 8 potato reign 17 Ibe. 4'03,,m 3 peactag 
famous Water Poet, are these curious lew rife coe 
“So blackberryes, that 
e th’ are plenty. few mon dos desks; 
he are accounted dain 


Hin ties gaaonmisarha, 
That we should eate . “iiss 
As much as pracles edhe Nor pi nod pod 


ae 
18th February, 1868.—A draper’s assistant this 

mitted suicide by throwing himself from the northern prtiog rad 

Crystal Palace, a distance of over 200 feet. The skull of the unfor- 

tunate young man was crushed, several of the bones were literally 

smashed to pieces, but the features of the face were not in the 

slightest degree mutilated or distorted. 


Aged ienlés 

rei 

Mothtessel’ (née Dome lle 
her husband, 


when the Royal Duke and Maden The 
lady fainted, the Duke cried re 
aoe it through the body of the 

last upon the stage—a tragic end!” 


the public. Th 
@ public. The poor jos 


@ curious case, which I su; 
profession, he told me that 


of the raments in persons of both sexes, 


r yropersy, in the hazel that made 
160,—John Stewart, oocamonty called Walk 
’ b i 

y in London, He had perambulated much of pe 


“The wise for cure on exercise depen 
God never made his work for man oy mend.” 


John, died this 
globe, 


oose their mates, 
valentines 
is customary at Norwich for 


. A female 
t about to 


=e 
the ceremony itself only by a timely discovery of 

& condition very shortly 
vis of 


rday, February 18, 1886.) 
A TALE OF TWO VALENTINES. 


vinia Brown ; 
She had two lovers, Jones 
and Smith 


“Transcribed his verses from a book.” 


There scarcely can be any doubt 

That Smith or Jones she would have wed, 
Had they not met Maud Robinson, 

And fall’n in love with her instead. 


A proud and pot eg baie this, 
nlike the gentle beauty, Brown; 
She dwelt somewhere by Gloucester Gate, 
Which is not far from Camden Town. 


Neither dare say to Maud, “I love— 
Sweetest of Mauds, wilt thou be mine?” 
But each found solace in the fact 
That he could send a valentine. 


Much pains the poe 
Jones he took; _ 
Whilst steady-going 
Smith, the rogue, 
Transcribed his verses 
from a book. 


an’t you imagine Jones 
wor! 


Vhen Jones had spoil’d 
a quire or two 
Of paper, he came to 
a stop, 
hen took a sovereign 
in his hand, 
And went to Mr. Rim- 
mel’s shop. 
He laid his pound out artfull: 
eon — hricgeane a = 
ut when the packet . 
*T would not go in the pillar-box. 
Smith saw him from afar— 
With laughter how the man did roar! 
(He'd been and push’d his Valentine 
Beneath Maud Robinson's street door.) 
Smith stood and laughed 
both loud and long, 
In scornful and sardonic 
tones, 
Which, when they fell upon 
ears, 
To madness goaded 
wretched Jones ; 


Who squeezed that costly 
Valentine 

Into the box by might and 

And then from human gaze 


he 5 
And never "d that 
a pass post 


“ He laid his pound out artfully.” 


Tox; 
'd, 


SN! 


S 


Ww 


‘cumulated 
wrongs 
Were soon to be avenged 


y Fate, 
For Smith’s effusion with 
the tongs 
Maud cruelly thrust in the 
grate. 
Thus scorn’d she steady-going Smith, 
And sneer’d upon the poet Jones. 
**-* At Kensal Green, beneath the grass, 
Lie poor Lavinia’s lonely bones. 


But Jones’s 


>) “'Twould not go in the pillar box.” 


A 
THE GOOD YOUNG MAN WHO NEVER SENT 
ANY VALENTINES. 


I once knew a very good young man who did not believe in valen- 
, and said he never sent but one in his life. He wouldn’t tell me 
ec ogetgl Lory —, See a friend ba his aaa and ae like this: 
ught a great, horrid, flaming thing, about a long, inde- 
bably atrocious. Then he wrote on the oatelte, MA,” am went 
shoved it into the pillar-box. Now, after he had done this 
eed, his ma was so very good and kind to him, that this bad 
began to be very sorry for what he had done, and couldn’t sleep a 
for thinking of that valentine. However, he made up his mind 
ag pene ay bile the a oad if he could get hold of 
. So early in the morni 6 pop lownstairs, and finding 
a. in the tar, he nicked ft aol pet it in his knickerbockers 

st, and went away to school without saying a word about it. 
Phis would have been all very well if it had been mamma's valen- 
only the letter was from his papa, who was away in the country, 
wrote to say he would be home that night, and hoped mamma 
have a nice hot supper ready for him. And when he came, lo 
and behold! there was nothing for him but bread and cheese, and he 

't even expected for that, for mamma had gone out to tea. 
re was & pretty how-d’ye-do about that letter, I can tell you; 

and when it all came out, didn’t that boy get a jolly spanking. 


TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY. 


Piet having obtained the Eminent’s 
monial Agency at “ The Sloperies,” begs to draw the attention 
all Unmarried Boys and Girls to the fact that Matrimonial 
isements will be inserted in this column eee of charge, pro- 
vided the Sender’s Name and Address is enclosed with the Advertise- 
ment (limited to six lines) as a guarantee of good faith. 
Address—TOOTSIE, “ MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
“Tue SLOPERIEs,” 
99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, E.C, 


mission to open a@ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 


*.° In consequence of the enormous number of letters received, we 
s ” 

ev aAaT ts padtek Chass oloated os tn antes eonla daira? 
but the Editor wishes to assure his that all 
letters of im 1 

be sure to 
therefore invites 
: Cuatuam, 2le¢ January, 1886. 

Dean Mr. Storzrn,—From your long and intimate 
acquaintance with _ you must be aware that copies of her 
pager ere, er with Punch and Fun, supplied officially to 

~M. — and establishments. 

Now, Sir, after much observation, I venture to assert that beyond 
looking at the pictures and “underlines,” very few men on the 
“lower deck” peruse those papers, the matter being, in my opinion, 
“ deeper than we can fathom.” 

During the “‘ Umbrella Scare” I noticed that the “Dook Snook” 
acknowledged the receipt of a goodly subscription from some 
soldiers in E ; I have also seen in the “ Letter-Box” recently 
letters from sailors; the “‘Dook Snook” has also had to notify the 
receipt of their donations; and you have replied to others under 
“To Correspondents,” proving tt you are popular with both 
services, and that blue-jackets appreciate your jokes. 

Ihave myself lain in hospital, “racked by screws,” until “the 
burden laid upon me seemed greater than I could bear,” and yet, in 
moments of respite, have jally forgotten my illness in the con- 
templation of your beautiful features (every line of which I could 
now trace with a ey , and have seen eager hands outstretched for 
a rub of “Storer” after me by my fellow-sufferers. 

Could you not (with your persuasive powers, especially now that 
you are Prime Minister—you did look a treat taking the oath), 
induce the authorities to send a few copies of your paper to H.M. 
ay and naval hospitals abroad, that those who serve their country 
in far-off lands might enjoy your mirth as well as those at home? 

The price of the ‘“ Haty-Hotay” places it within the reach of 
all at home, but it may not always be convenient for our friends to 
catch mails, and Admiralty packets are always punctual; and a 
cory or two of dear “ Old SLorzn” will make them more welcome 
than ever. 

Pardon this liberty, and the precious time I have taken up. 

Yours res 5 W. O. B. 

P.S.—I made your acquaintance in Chi ship in 
which I served we measured the distance travelled with a “ fag 
end” of your worm, 65,566 miles. The envelope which encloses this 
once belonged to Arabi Pasha. Cherish it. 


SHoreBuRYNEsS, 21st Jan., 1886. 

Dear Sir,—I trust you will pardon the liberty I have taken in 
thus writing to you, but the receipt of a certain letter, which I now 
enclose, must plead as my excuse. You will no doubt remember 
that I was the fortunate winner of your Five Guinea Prize. 

I should be much obliged if you kindly publish in your next 
issue the enclosed letter, which I received yesterday morning, and 
also my reply, which I have couched in the same grammatical 


age. 

T have not the slightest idea from whom the said letter emanates, 
but as it bears “ Tetsworth” Post-mark, and the handwriting of the 
letter and envelope are entirely different, I thought my best plan of 
action iheing'e Gunnner of the Royal Artillery) would be to the 
matter entirely in your hands, and through your publication I 
ue possibly obtain some information as to who is the author. 

ly sole reason for doing so is—that some one (or more) being 
annoyed at a soldier and a man being, as I before observed, fortu- 
nate enough to win your prize, has written this letter, quietly 
to take the rise out of me because they were not s0 


have time, 
if you 


lectly 
take an interes 


likely to suit. bea I 

give a sort of palpitat on bese 
ce by to myself, “his always, 

w 


fait, Bo, 
death,” that’s 


curling locks; ham stro: 
knows a Servative from a 
and brown on a work-e-day, seeing 
ea, what my pore father what’s in the cowld grave used to say. 
ver, he warn't my own father, but only my mother’s 4th hus- 
band. Iam ve , verry tellingent, knows how to make a batter, as 
is a werry rare thing now when 8 man wants stakes. But as I was 
@ saying, I ham well eddicated, as knows how to read 8 book without 
much spellin, and can kill Roly all but them turkeies what do 
make sich a to do hin there dyin hagonies, what verry nigh breaks 
my heart, and is apt to bring on conflapshion of the liver, and them 
a box beecham’s pills will doubtless releve. I see you won a prise in 
“ Atty SLoPEs,” put it by, my dere, for house-keepin, as do eat into 
@ man’s munny, not as I ever have tried it, but my poor ant by mar- 
iage did used to say that it would ave been the death of her if she 
not taken cart-loads of antibilious stomach pills, what had the 
very bad, specially in the morning to 10 o'clock. 

But as I was a-sayin, if so be as I suits you in all ways, my good 
man, I will meet you somewhere where you likes, if so be it as you 
are kind and and sober and well eddicated and perlite, and able 
to keep a wife, we will be married rite off. Now by, and mind 
you wires reply. Yours always in life or death, 

SARAH AURELIA DE JONES BUGGINS. 
(As come with the Conqueror.) 


SxuLe Hor Gunery, SHOEBURYNESS, 21st January, 1886. 
MI DEERLY BELUVED SaRaH,—it is with the gratest plessure hin life 
to’ave receved yure luve leter, which, has i belives Kupid as hopened 
mi art, and i luves you more then i can xpress it, his the fust time 
in mi life that i receved sich a leter, and i opes that i shall proove 
wurthy of you, as I ham so pleesed to think that there is sum wun 
to takea hintrest in me. Sarah, with yurapermishun, my deer, i will 
give you sum idee of what i ham like. i stand sicks feat in hite in 
mi stokings, ham 26 yeres of hage, and very fond of 'ome, speshelly, 
my deer Sarah, hif you, has da says in yure letter, will stand to me 
hin life hor deth. ishould be a’appy man hif you wus mi partner. 
i kan wurk like a hoss, which i would to kepe you, mi honely luve, 
has long has i ‘ave the helth. 
i ham so glad tohere that you hare an heddicated purson and noes 
lerticks, has i thinks wen i leves the harmy i will go hin for Jo 
haimberlin’s party has says they will give you a kow and 3 hakers 
of ground, wich we can kultivet hourselves. ‘Oping to here from you 
sune agane, with hall mi luve, and lots of kisses, from 
Yours for ever, GUNNER W. SIMMS, F.O.8. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Is a stilton cheese like music when it’s sound ? 

Inisu buttermakers, as a rule, make a lot of pats. 

Women think all men are thieves. Well, they may rob them even 
of their names. 

How to prevent milk turning into cream.—Buy it of a London 
milkman. 


FOUR FLIRTS. 
axp How rusy Piarep Tusy. 
(Commenced in No. 64.) 


THE QUEEN OF SPADES. 

“Don’r mention the horrid man to me: he did worse. He humili- 
ated me still more. He told me of my faults, and made me feel, oh! 
80 very, very small and insignificant; and I'll never, never love a 
man who does not think me perfect.” 


Af 


¥ 
a4 


N 


“He used to kiss me.” 


“ Ladies,” cries Sibyl Haughton, sternly, “I think you are all for- 
getting the object of this society,—the reason which has induced us 
to meet together to pass our lives in quiet and seclusion. It grieves 
me to hear you talk of love as a possibility that may again enter into 
your lives, instead of congratulating yourselves upon having found a 
retreat to which our persecutors can never penetrate, and from which 
we can view them, afar off, with distaste and contempt.” 

“Oh, dear ;"” laments Rosey, “ mayn’t we even talk of gentlemen ? 

“It is expressly forbidden by Rule Six.” 

“Heigho!" yawns the Queen of Hearts, “then suppose we go to 
bed ? e can’t help our dreams.” 

Taking their operas from Sibyl’s boudoir, the Ladies of the 
Round Table file along the corridor, and seek their respective rooms 
and it is late the next day before they reassemble at breakfast. 

Adela Charlton is nervous and ill at ease, for her story alone re- 
mains to be told, and when the twilight hour arrives, and she and 
her companions gather round the cherry wood fire, it is in a low voice 
she pl for forbearance. 

“T do not ask you to believe the tale I have to tell,” she says, “ but, 

re me your dicule, for to me it is the most serious event of my 


e. 
Then, without further prelude, she commences her history. 


‘Wat TER was 60 tiresome. 

Of course he was nice—very ly extra nice; only when 
one is young and not Fi ond of fun and pleasure, it is rather 
hard to have somebody give airs of proprietorship over you, 
= ——_ it = a somebody you like better than all the other no- 

ies put together. 

I teased him, I know, but then it does so interfere with the female 
prerogative to havo it settled for you, when you're 4 little toddles in 
very short frocks and with very red cheeks, who you are to marry. 

they had let mo alone I know I should have chosen Walter— 
ee dear fellow—because he was so nice and pleasant, and all that’s 
and jolly; but it is not half fun to be brought up and educated 
St cceeees wrery gill ta spice of rebellion in her nat 
su every girl has got a spice of rebellion in her nature, or 
perhaps just two or three a4 without it, and I got their share as 
well as my own’ but I know out of sheer perversity, at times, I 
struggled against uncle Reginald’s will—he died when I was four 
years old—which left his property to me providing I married Walter, 
to Walter in the event of my refusing him, and to me should he 
decline the honour of the alliance. 

We used to play together when we were children and knew nothing 
of this iniquitous will, and he used to kiss me and call me his little 
sweetheart, and I used to like it; but when we both grew older, and 

pa and mamma on my eighteenth Maney Soe ‘me all about it 

never came so near to hating him. It was like being made affec- 
tionate by Act of Parliament. 

There was nothing against the aed boy himself, but one doesn’t 
like to be numbered amongst any’ eee and chattels: “I, so 
and so, being in sound mind, etc., etc., and bequeath nineteen 
guineas for a mourning ring, my favourite pointer, Juno, and my 
niece, Adela Charlton, to Walter Lomax, of etc., etc., provided on 
attaining full age, etc., etc.” . 

Oh, it was hateful; Why could not uncle Reginald have left us 
alone? It is so offensive to be dictated to! 

I never was so rude to Walter as I was that day when I learnt for 
the first time the clauses of the will which gave me to him. 

It was my birthday, as I said before, and I snubbed him unmerci- 
erg while he, poor dear, took it so meekly, and opened his big eyes 
and looked so astonished and so disappointed and so hurt, that I 
should have Lean brags sorry for him, only I was not going to be 
made to love anybody. 

I would not aa 
dance with ~~ 
him, at least 
only once, and 

e could waltz 
like a cherub; I 
would not talk 
to him, and 
when I did I 
called him Mr. 

Lomax, and he 
went to the 
refreshment- ; 
room and drank 


would have 

come of it—a 
uel, I mean— 

and I do believe 

he did quarrel 

with Tom Mor- 

daunt; and 

though they 

said it was. 

about a glass of .& 

wine one spilt = 

over the other, SS 

I believe it was = eee 

reallyaboutme; ~ —_ — 

and when he “You should have seen his face. 

came to sa 5 
zood-bye, and Like for a flower from my bouquet, and I tuld him 
e was too forward, you should have seen his face! But I wasn't 

going to be dictated to by an uncle who died when I was a baby. 

(To be continued next week.) 


(Saturday, February}18, 1886, 
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And Iky, entrusted with the money, wa 
GMgAS to make the purchase. Unfortunately, 
he had an accident with the half-sovereign 
over a sewer grating. 


Ce eo ee rae 


But Mr. I. Moses, having a friend in the 
line this year, suggested something more 
substantial—“ Say, a solid silver teapot!" 


ire 


. 
S83 NN ee Or “Ne or 
ee ee ee, a 


It must be confessed the Staff did not re- 
spond as they might have done. However, 
LOPER lan the Office Boy and his 
MORE BUNS! ene: 
“ Werry much obligated to you, Mr. Gus Harris. 
Ope you're nicely, sir.” 


SS ( AY = 
Y IS " ‘ a i 
THE “FLOWER” OF THE FAMILY. & Private interview between I. Moses and tervi the SENSATION SCENE.—Aunt Geeser's sister wants to 8; to 
Oh, would I were that paste Aunt Seon. aie, in — Moses = ee a An ‘ . + oe i Comin erent sant their shadews 
; resen’ at SLOPER ve poun dear SLOPER . 
I should like to have a taste! Tor the teapot out of his cavings. a that he is about to get his reward. He is right. 


an 


~ A peace-at-an: ice i 
horrified at = attitude 
* towards Greece. 


h| 


ie 


iil - 7 
a 7 ee eS i q y : be oie 2 
THOUGHT THAT ONE WaS TAME ENOUGH. This old boy has just secn TOO HARD (BUT THE ICE WAS TOO SOFT,) 
te Gorilla at the What is it? Why, Loree fl ee given his own darling alittle of skates, when 


ANO YOU WOULD HAVE 
Manager (calling to Prompter). What's all that noise about? the Whi 
ppter. Blest if I can help it. Here's the Hind Legs been having another row with his Pal, and Aquarium, and rec: 
now they're a-aving of it out on the stage! in a long-lost brother. 
London: Printed by DaLz1zL BROTHERS, at their Camden Press, High Street, N.W., and Published for the Proprietors by W. J. SivKINS, at “The Slopertes,” 99 Shoe Lane, E.C.—Siaturday, February 18, 1886. 
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the nasty, naughty, unkind fros , - 
pea gsr ay gy beget went and broke up, so he had ort and con 


